spurn it, of  course^ but it would  restore his  cold
sufficiency again.

The rain dripped on, dripped and dripped; beside
Mm Buddy breathed placidly and steadily: he had not
even changed his position. At times Bayard dozed fit-
fully: dozing^ he was wide awake; waking, he lay in a
hazy state filled with improbable moiling in which there
was neither relief nor rest: drop by drop the rain wore
the night away? wore time away. But it was so long^
so damn long. His spent blood,, wearied with straggling^
moved through his body in slow beatss like the rains
wearing his flesh away. It comes to all , . . Bible . . ,
some preacher, anyway. Maybe he knew. Sleep. It
comes to all

At last, through the walls** he heard movement It
was indistinguishable; yet he knew it was of human
origin, made by people whose names and faces he knew,
waking again into the world he had not been able even
temporarily to lose; people to whom he was , . . and
he was comforted. The sounds continued; unmistakably
he heard a door5 and a voice which9 with a slight effort
of concentration, he knew he could name; and best of
all, knew that now he could rise and go where they
were gathered about a crackling fire9 where light was,
and warmth. And he lay* at ease at last, intending to
rise and go to them the next moment9 putting it off a
little longer while his blood beat slowly through his
body and his heart was quieted. Buddy breathed
steadily beside him$ and his own breath was untroubled
now as Buddy9s while the human sounds came mur-
imirously into the cold room with grave and homely
reassurance* It comes to all, it comes to all, his tired
heart comforted him, and at last he slept.
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